FREDERIC CHOPIN AND GEORGE SAND

shadowed on the wall, George Sand absorbed in her
studies, her children at play, and Chopin pouring
out his soul in music."

Genius has certainly been less fortunately circum-
stanced, nor was the time by any means unmomen-
tous for Chopin's art. In fact, though musical
critics disagree on the matter, there seems little
doubt that some of the master's most characteristic
compositions were either written, perfected, or
inspired to the accompaniment of those winter
tempests that so sorely tried his lungs and depressed
his spirits. It seems likely that we owe some of the
Preludes and the great G Minor Ballade to this
winter with George Sand in Valdemosa. George
Sand gives a vivid account of the composition of
the famous Sixth Prelude, and, though the ac-
curacy of her memory has been doubted and her
" novelist's " method somewhat over-criticized, an
extract from it, at all events, makes delightful
reading :

" The poor great artist was a detestable patient.
What I had feared, but unfortunately not enough,
happened. He became completely demoralized.
Bearing pain courageously enough, he could not
overcome the disquietude of his imagination. The
monastery for him was full of terrors and phantoms,
even when he was well. He did not say so, and I
had to guess it. On returning from my nocturnal
explorations in the ruins with my children, I found
him at ten o'clock at night before his piano, his
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